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‘ They Thought They Were Right."

“They thought they were right,” were
the words uttered by a Union soldier,
when applanding the brayery of the pri-
vate soldiers who wore the wray.

Lver ready to forgive aud forget, we
dediente these lines to nll, who, right or
wrong, followed what they conceived to
hie the path of duty.

o Avorstes Havinasn,

“They thought they were right,”
When their path was o’erctrewn
With our dead and our dying-—
While the Heaven's bright maoon
Shone throngh the dim elouds
And whizpered away,
Ta the realms far above,
The pure souls from the clay.

* *

“They thought they were right,”
Shall we longer refrain
To welcome them back
To eur household aguin,
While the record they made.
Like our own sons, so bold,
Will ere long be written
In bright letters of gold !

“They thonghit they were right,”
Shall we longer deny
That their heroie deeds
Are recorded on high?
And w, though vieterions,
And ey backward driven ;
Yet in Heaven above us,
Their gins all forgiven

=0

Wan it God, teaching lessone,
On cach fatal day,
When the ficlds were o'erspread
With the Dlne and Gray ?
Was it God, henring back
On each gentle wave,
The soule of his children—
The sonls of the brave?

Ifit was! let us hide
From our mem'ry to-duy,
The dark thonghts we cherished
For those who wore anray ;
And if God—always just,
Our God—can forgive;
May not we of the earth
As hrothers still live !

_ SELEOTED”STORY.

BY MARY KYLE DALLAS.

There dwelt in Californin; some years
ago, three friends, wild fellows enough,
who had seemingly linked their fortunes
for better or for worse, and who, what-
ever their luck, were constantly in each
other’s company. SO g

These young men were Charles Chester,
Harry Bray, and Edward Warren. They
wereirore brotherly thin many brothers,
more akin than many kinsmen. ‘ True to
each other, even when women and mon:
ey were between them, Dumon and
Pythins with a twin Damon added. For
a long while they had ‘been very poor
at last fortune fievored them,  Lach bad
n certain sum, by no menns contemptible,
stowed away in the leathern' belt he wore
about his waist. Iach carried a gold
wateh, and each wore a suit of clothes,
supposed by himself to be the latost style
and choicest fashions  Moreover, their
revolvers were perfeet, silver-mounted,
nnd rejoicing in a multiplicity of buarrels,
for without these it would be quite im-
pessinle to maintain o position in this
quarter of the world in any society.

How they came by these possessions,
we will not inquire too particularly.
They were neither burglars nor highway-
men, but "decks of keards,” dice and het-
ting mey hnve helped then to the win-
ning of thelr little fariune,

They were not over-serupulous, but
they would have knoeked uny man down
who had neglected to address them as
gentlemen, and tse those wonderful re-!
volvers promptiv on any “strangors” who,
objected o deinking  with thet ) and,
consequently, stood rather hish in the
community, Certainly ii“thicir conduct
to each utht'l'l].lc_\' were faunltlessly hon-
orably and mirnculously generous.

Qae day soon after their “luck” hnl
come to ity best, o letter direeted in n
tremulons woman's hand, to “Charles
Cliester,” wig handed to that member of
the trio, in the presence of the other two.
The young fellow seized it engerly, tore
it open, remd B0 through, il tenringe off
his belt, spread itz eontents bedine him
upon the table and counted it over, av-
i ddone so, he burst into tears, and Very
unwisely and profinely cursed himsell
for extravagsnee, and requested for him-
self all sorts of uncomiortable things here
e horeatter, o proceeding which scoms
to relicve sonte men extremely, though
why, it would pozzle the unentichtened
todeclare,  The cause of all thiz as his
comrades goon discoverad, was (hat his
mother hud written 1o b from ler
little farmy, in a Southern State, to tell
him a dolefol  ta'e of sickness, death
amongst the etock, ete., and a final crash,
A morlgage was almost dae, and as the
old pesple would find it- impossible to
meet it, they would he sold cut and left
homeless in their nge.  “Tewill kill your
father," wrote the mother, “and 1 shall
die with him."”

“Ididitall,” said the young fellow,
sobbing openly.  “My debts and iy
wild ways encumbered then at first, and
now look.”  And he pointed to the gold
upen the teble, and hegan his profane
litany again.

“The mortgage was three thousand
dollars, und he had only two,”

“Is that all?” eried Ned, hauling at
his belt.

“Good Lord! What does he take mo
for?"  cried Harry furiously. “Five
hundred a piece and the expenses of the
Jjourney is about the figure. There, go
to the old folks.  We'll see about your
horse while you pack your hag."”

This set the other at his oaths again ;
but in joyful style this time. They were
trumps and bricks, and by everything he
could think of he'd do for them, ift there
were any need of it. “Io'd pay lhl‘.m|
back if he lived, and he'd—he'd—Dblegs |
them.” And =0 choked oftinto sobs again,
at which they left him to recover, return-
ed with a horse snw him set forth upon
his mission as though the “old folks"” had
been their old folks also,

impatiently ; at last they heard this, He |
‘had never been scen at home or by any

‘dog, a hound who would by no means be

An the road leading pust & precipice to a

They witited for news of him; but none |
came. They waited quietly nt first, then

d

one who kijew him since the day on which |

they shook hands with him. Some i;crri-,.]%é'

ble fate had befallen him, in the lpnely
places ever which he  had Jjournoved
alone.  To doubt him never entered their
minds. | That he was true to them as they,
to him they well knew, and ,one thought
filled cach mind, They must discover
his fate and ifit were what they supposed,
avenge him.

So one bright morning, well mounted,
well ermed, and followed by a favorite

left behind, the two set forth in search of
their lost comrade, They took the rond |
he must have taken, and nsked at cyery

tavern and cabin for news of him, = Ouogatable, felt the blood curdle i their veius.

old man remembered him well ; another !
man had pointed out the dangerous place

man of their lost friend’s description, hut
at that pvint the clue was lost,

comrades hegan Lo fear that they should
hayve puused to examipe the rocks and!
ravinczat the foot of the precipice allud-,
ed to, ere they procceded further, and’
determiuved to turn back and doso. They
caime to this resolution about nightfull,
and just as they had reached the borders
of a little farm, which bore evidence of
carcful tillage.  Upon this land stood anl-
s0 o farm-house, from the crevices in the
closed shutters of which streamed long
bars of ruddy lamp-light, and whence the
sound of music waz plainly  heard.
was the only dwelling within sight.
We will stay there said one fricnd {
another until dawn, and then returis
That the house was not an inn did ii_i:‘i"
matter fo cither of thew. Huspitaﬂi‘..’}'

day.

They rode boldly up to the gate, aml
cave i loud hallo.  In'aninstant the door
opencd, and they colud see within a swd-
den panic in alively danee, as all heads
turned to see what it was that caused
this interruption,

“Can you let g sleey hore (g night 7
asked one of the friends, ns one n=ks who
fgnr= norefusal.

“Light down, gentleren,” said a plens-
nnt weleome., You'll
fined o stable thar, and corn for your hor-
seg,  Livery man, Jack, is on the floor to-
night —but here's a lantern, if you'll tend
to vourseives.”

voice.  “*You're

‘_t‘my itl *Why what ails your ¢og?”
L Thedog, left outside, was howling fear-

Fma.

L

w84 never refused in that' land 'uli“tj}z‘lﬁ :

Saidy - “There's o ln]n}t;ktr:t, if-youlye coldy
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V{éembax ,B;} ]m-pg_l;du_. f;r mig sand hqr-'

zomi Conngcticut, - She's an orphan gal,
18.800h as ‘her school term  wae over
sihe was teachin’, ye know—-she come.
is their honseiwarmin’;;and them'’s
neighbora, . ‘They all like Ikes Lkp's
.good fellow—n real good fellow though

1

_%lfl'-wauth to comein, perhaps;” suid Ned;

it “Bring him in,"” said the oldaman ; but
#herdog wonld not-confe..  He stood bes
sidé npatch of grassin-thd gardeh, ‘how-

.

[ Ling'woefully; and scratching and tearing

Jyith'allhis might: . Leave  the ‘epot_ he
grould not; and the friends as they - caw
‘him; and remembered! the ‘horse in  the

=+ “Whote horse i that with n white star
won the forchend anda sear on his fore

leg, o handsome  brown ‘horse  with

| wonderful eyes?” whispered Henry tothe

After Sold man.
much travel, and many inquiries, mu‘_l;

“That’s my =on’s horse,” erid the' old

. “Where did lie Dbuy it?" asked the
other. '

“Don’t know” eaid the old man,
laaghing childishly.  “Como to him with
the rest of his good ek #ix tonths ago.”

Again the dog outside hegan to howl.
Again the friends felt cold ehills creep
over them.

“Where are we to sleep?” asked -
ward of the old man.  “Wao don’t want
supper; we need rest.”

T show vou,” - said the old man.
“The howse will be full to-night, hut
[ you'il not triind rougrhing it.”  Aud he
led the way to an uppert voom where
rude bed was already spread.

“Just lie down=here, strangers,” he

and ' there's o candle, -(.hn'nf-'uiglll." ;
And he Lt them,  But not to sleep.
The two men had sought solitude that
they might commune with cach other.
Yet now they could only say, “What does
this mean 2" They had suid it in as many
wnys & dozen times, when Henry by seci-
dent Hited his cyes to a peg n the roush
wall  On it Lune
vivetted  his

which
Yot it

Wii= in nhjc‘vi ||uih- common and inro-

something
goze with horror,

cent initzell—only a puir of hrown sad-
dle-bags, rather new in appearance, and
with the letters C. CLoon the side,
“Look!” he ericd. “Laok, Isdward"
stand  pinte for
awhite, then cave i spring toward the

The other in turn

“All right, steanzes,” said Iarry,
“and thank ye two.”
And the men lod their hiorses in'o

|
N dwia- |

a stable, alecady toleralily full,
tered them, ard secenred them tor the
mieht, and would have Teit he plice at
once, but that one of the animals atircet-
ed Harry's attention.

He turned back to look at him, exam-
ined him {from head to hoot, turned red
and pale, and suddenly clutehed Ned's
nrm,

“Nou remember the horse we honght
for Charles Chester "
“Yoes," said Ned.

“Look at this fellow,” said
“Yes, the very onc.

he asked.

Harry. l
The star ow his fore- |
head, the sear on his foreleg, the color, |
the height. Ned, it’s Charly s hovse $”

“ILis the horse,” saild Ned slowly,
“Harry, il Charly had lived (o go on, his
horse would have gone with him."

“The owner of this animal may know
all weneed to hear,” said Iarry, “Jt
won't be good news, Ned.”

Ned shook his head, and sadly and
slowly the suen went up toward the honse.
They found the dancing at its height, and
that thiz was the home-coming of the far-
mer’s bride, n pretty young woman with
rosy cheeks and sparkling cyes, of whom
the stalwart bridegroom secmed very
fond and prowd,

SRt down, strangers,"” =aid un old man
near the door.  “You've come nt a merry
time, and don't get much attention. My
son is jest the happiest tellow ont, I do
belicve—got no eyes for anybody  but
that gul. You sce they've heen waitin'
quite o spell, and he hadn’t no luek, none
at all, and kinder scemed he'd got to give
up ; but six months baek he had n streck.
Wounderful !—expluined it, but T don't

pess, tore the bags down and opened then,
Within they touid  garment. they knew
theiv fricnd land warn, an ciipty helt,
and the dagnerrotype of a young girl of
whom thev lad Known him 1o he very
toid.  “1lis orse in the stable, his saddlo-
bugs and belt heve, the dog howlinge on
the  urf it all
mean?" eried Harey again, And Nl

“We  shall see,”

strade down fato the great room where

without—what  does

answered, SOy
the dancing was going on, and up to the
bridegroom, standing at the head of a
Virginia reel, with his hride's hand in
s own,

“Stop a bit," ceried Ned, furiousds.
“We have o quesiion o ask.
horse s that in the stable-—the brown
one with a star on the forehead 27

“Mixe," waid the faremee tarning dead-
Iy white,

“And the saddle bags upstairs, morked
(‘. (1. ?II

The farmer turned paler.

#but it mightn’t be agreeable: to the |r

1 that he had found the horse and  saddle-

“' hose
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dig there aud God help any man who
hinders us,” A ;
“Dig whete you choose” said the far-
mer.  “Iam too well Jown here to be
aftaid of two madmen, I murdet a fdn
+=I—There, I'm a_fool 1o care for such
words.  Dig, confound you. Many a

11| horse strays in the woods; many o man

has found one as wellas I Come, teigh:
bors, set the fiddles going, and let those
mad men dig” T
And the spades sank into the turf, and
the terrified guests gythered around, mui
the bride clung (to her husband’s arm,
and the music was, dumb, and the dog’s
long melancholly, wail filled the air § apd
at last, just as, the rising moon flung her
yellow, beams upon tho new-ddg_enrth,
Ned Warren cried in an awful voice,
He is herel” And the two friends lif-
ted from the graye that which had been
o man, with long, death-grown hlack hair
falling down over his shoulders.
He had been shot in_the head and
through the heart; angd there was now o
doubt in either mind ;l:ﬁ_t it was the
body of their lost friend. Lhe farmer
seemed petrified with horror.  The hride
tell into a_death-like swoon, the gucsts
fell awny from their host and looked at
him askance, The old fathey tore his
hair atd pleaded for merey, But there
wus np-mercy in any heart there. The
avengess were all powerful. The great
room adorued for fistival and mirth was
turned into a court-room. The women
were thrust from it, the men remnined. —
On the raised stand, where the fiddlers
had been seated, Harry Bru_\' now took
his scat in the t:lmi'uf.;t._c_:q of Judge Lynch,
The jury was named, the mock trial hur-
ried on, the accused called . upon to an-
swar, 1le pleaded not guty. IHe de-
nied auy koowledge of the fact that a
grave lay so near his home. 1ie persis-
ted in the repetition of the statement

bags, but. he admitted that there had
heen money in the latter.

Hou stood before them looking very un-
like & murderer, calling on them for Jjus-
tice—calling on God to witness the truth
of his words; speaking of his young wife
and his old father; bidding his neighbors
remember that he had never done them
:lII'\’ “‘r(l“;_’;

But Judge Lynch liad no merey, no
belicf in the possibility of false accusa-
tion; and this Judge Lynch was an
avenger of blood.  The ead was what
the end of such a trial gencrally is; the
sentence the awful one of death ; and in
less than three hours from the moment
on which they first zaw the bridegroom
happy and blite, standing with his bride
at the head of the gay country dance, his
body dangled, a horrible sight to look
npon, trom the hranch of the tree that
shadowed what all believed to be his
vietim's grave!

When all was over, they found the
old father dead in his chair, beside the
fire-place, and found among the wotnen
a hopeless, gibhering maniac whom they
wonld harvdly have known for the rosy-
cheeked younes hrido.

They were avenged, but at what cost ?
The two men returned to their homes
saddened and altered, yet not remorseful
fur they had but avenged their comrade;
and this, to them seemed common Jjustice,
The legal code of border life had been
adhered to, but for the last losk at the
mad bride they could scarcely have rec-
ognized how awful all this had been.—
They lived on together, frietids still,

speaking often of poor Charley, and fan-

1 . - .
“Gentlemen,” he said, “wait until | ©¥Ing that in some other world he might

niorning, and I will explain everything”
“Wo choose to learn the truth for our-
selves," said the young man ficreely.—

| even know how well they had revenged

themselves upon his murderer. And so
five yvears passed; and one day the two

“Youlad a mysterions ctrenk of luck fiRNan s together into a coffee-room kept by

#ix months ago, I understand from the
old man there,” said Harry Bray.

“Nol very mzsderions,” aaid the fur-
mer. “8 went to the diggings and full
in with & nugeeic As for the hotse—1{

found hism wnd the saddle-bags too. HI

you kuow to whom the v belong, he's
welcome 1o them,”

“They belong to the min ot muardered
‘or his morey and boried in the ground
vonder where the doz stand. howling,”

cried Harry Bray, “We arc going tn

an old Frenchman in the city of San
Erancisco, and being in low spirits, out
of Inck and with slender purses, were
sitting  disconsolately over their meal,
when a hand came down upen cither
shoulder and a voice cried ;

“Found at last. 1've searched the city
for you. God bless you, dear old boys.”

It was Charles Chesier, handsome and
cheerful, well-dressed, and well to do
looking; Charles Chestor, whose mur-
derer they believed themselves to have

e e s e zes I
fynched years bellsfe, “And this waé the

story he told ,f,hc@'_,’g&q‘:jdpﬁng_’ at’ thel§ £
pallid looks and, qupp&}gkcﬁgii;éﬁt‘\?’lﬁg:'
while:  ¢The, mohey he had with, hinf,
huihg in gold and heavy for rhh;bﬂﬁ-hﬁ,—{

had placed-it-in-his.saddle- .
completed many miles of his_journey

when near a new but.apparently de‘.i'-er?&}
dyelling, he saw'a insii"lﬁug"‘q'rhiliilﬁg"fu{
terribly.  Dismounting he addréssedHisu =
and founid that 'He was ‘a traveler T whey:
L been set upon by raffisns,; nnd rob .. s
bed and murdered., He thad, myﬁ}g !

this; house for sssistance, but fou
; (S gt 4 T

¥
-

empty, und now lay dying in the r;:;ndf—'li
Charles Chester had done his best for tie 17!

oor 10w, but withbut availHe dieds -
ih his :‘ti-ttis,-'"jdst'-ﬁfthernwew?dmn* w
Brave ou the turf before the empiy house,
and there buried, him. There was By
one in sight, and his fears of ah atehele” 4
upon himself warned  hini € hurfy 6hi, o
but when the last sad rites Were Sver;dnd -
he turned to remount his horse; he found.
itgone. The animal had escaped into the 1
wueds, -apd with night coming on all”
scarch seemed hopeless. The, meney it
the saddle-bags rendered the loss'a 'mad- '
dening one. He threaded his way theanple !
the underbrush, calling  his . steed . by
namde, until total dirkuess hid all '!;gbj?_(;tﬁ-_,_
and at last strikigg his head violéintly
against & tree, fell to the ground 'insen<
sible. 'When he cama to himself he was
lying in a wagon, to which he had beert
conveyed by a kindly German who couldf |
speak no English. Iu fulling he, had.
broken an arm and was very weak, and
ill. Before he was able to communicate ':
his story to any one, all hope of ver:
ing either horse or money had déserteil:
him." ' He was'in despair. - He eould nif »
assist his' parents. To. return. to. his;
friends. would be to cast himself wpan
their bounty. This he r’oig]diﬁd_t"ﬂjf;‘-
and his struggles had been’ great at fitst )/’
[ but thiey’ were over “noiw, * He had dir
well by ‘the old folks,' ind had returncd
to pay his debts and resumehis friend-
ship with kis old comrades,” =

He was with thett—he, lived, $ho
farmer had doubtless told the trtth. 1«
did not even know why the turf hail
grown so green in the little door-vard,
and he had found the horse at large i
the woods and known nothing of its ri-
der; but the thing had been done and
could not be undone—the dend brought to
life or the maniac’s mind restored, or the
blood washed from the murdercrs’ hiand-.

Of course they told their story, und of
conrse they believed the friendship ns
warm as ever, but it was ret so.. They
never could mect ecach other again ns o
yore. The two could tut forget the man
they had lynched to avenge their friend,
acd doubted the propriety of his return-
ing alive and merry to trouble their eonv
scicnces, which were quict enough as long
as he seemed dead. As for Charles
Chester, he cleared the murdered man's
memory among neighbors, aud sav: (he
wild-eyed, white faced woman wha dwlt
in the desolate house, and only shook
her head and nroaned and muttered when
he spoke to her; and theny he, ton, was
content to say good-bye to those who had
done the deed—albeit for Fis suke.

So the three parted, cach guing his
own way, for thus it secmed easier to for-
get the deeds done by Judee Lyneh ae
his court upon the day of the bride's
home-coming.

Give 11 Ur.—An old liquor drivker,
who bad beer prtrimizing one drinking
house for eight, vemts, guve (Kis ax hi-
reason for joining the SHons of Tempy-
rance, in the presence of several persons :
“There,” said he, pointing (o the saloon.
“is a drinking establishment thast T has -
been trying to drink out for these «aight
years, aud, finding it imposible, have
concluded to withdraw from the ficll
and try lake Michigan,”

e —— & —

Stréiggle o to vietary,  Never givo
up when yen are right. A frown isn
muscular eontraation, and can't last long .
A lgugh of derision is Wit the modified
bark of a cur. ¥ you can he langhed
out of good, or the good out of you, yo
are weaker in intelloet “than the ' fool,

‘whese uegramiewt-is a enflaw, anid whasy
bogie i3 a sneer.




